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upon black wood; with cloisters where the prophets

sleep in gold.

You were to say: it is as proud as this.
This we had never known: to stand here by the sea and

speak:

this boat leaves for South Africa tomorrow,
and: He has gone to Sweden; She has died in

Leningrad;

and that so many friends are friends no rriore,
the homeland is no longer home.
Why should it ? Where is constancy ?

(Translated byE.o. SIGLER)
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The land is freezing, soldiers line the station
who have forgotten where their country is.
The girls are dreaming of heroic actions
and they know more of Death and Victories.

You stand at the station, waving your tears.
The train leaves, now smoke is all you can see
No angels now, to go down on their knee
and love: they also know fear.

Horror is knocking at every door
and through our window throws its grudge.
The blind man must be led over the bridge,
but we are tired and cannot see any more.

The grass grows yellow and the seas are weary,
tonight the night is filled with jazzy blare.
On the dark waters swims the moon, the ferry
taking with it the fear and the war.

(Translated by E. o. SIGLER)